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I 


Author's Notes: 
Set during the St. Anger recording sessions. Lars' POV 


What the fuck am | doing here? l'm in the middle of a goddamned album, and l'm sitting in a strip club. | need 
my fucking head examined. 


Admittedly, it's a very nice strip club. I'm sitting in a low, plush chair, having martinis brought to me by a 


waiter in a tux. 


| reach into my pocket, pulling out the small, ivory parchment invitation for the fifth time in the last five 
minutes. 


Its a lovely card, with nice, ambiguous wording that got my interest up. Besides, it made it into my pile of mail, 
as opposed to the crap pile. Only a few people know the envelope code to get into my pile. Otherwise, the 
publicist takes care of it. 


From the way the lights are dimming, it's almost time for the show to start. 


The first stripper comes out to Tom Jones’ "She's a Lady." One little twist. He most certainly is not a lady. 
Jesus, I'm in a fucking gay strip club. 


Okay, no shock there, I've been to a few. I'll give these guys credit, they match the décor. We're not talking the 
nice homogenized bump and grind most strippers do; these guys put a little ass into it. 


As the night wears on, the acts get better. By the time ten o'clock rolls around, I'm almost painfully aroused, 
thanks to the last tandem act. They damn near had sex onstage, slow and hot. 


l'm almost afraid of the encore. 


The DJ plays an odd country song, and | tense. "Okay, boys and queens, here's the moment you've been waiting 


for. Welcome to our stage, Romeo!" 


The song fades, replaced by a low, sonorous beat, and the lights on the stage dim to a deep red, pulsing softly 
with the song. 


*** "lm not the one who's so far away, when | feel the snake bite into my veins. Never did | want to be here 


again, and | don't remember why | came.” #9 


As Sully's voice begins the low chant, a figure appears in the entrance, cloaked in a swirling fog. He glides out, 


each motion controlled, purposeful. 


As he steps into the light, | see the half mask, covering his face. Even so, the way his head swivels to find me 
tells me that this is who l'm here to see. 


Now who the fuck is it? 


He's got on leather pants that seem to mold to his body, and a softly luminous dark colored shirt. Average 


height, nice fucking body. 
Not a clue. 
No one | know moves like this, like bottled lightning. 


He stalks to the center of the stage, his head dropping a little to the side as the song picks up, his hips 
beginning to move slowly to the beat. 


Gloved hands slide sensually over his body, teasing himself as much as the rest of us. Fingers pluck at the 
gloves, slithering them off his hands. 


He's still touching himself, dropping to his knees, hips moving in an obscene parody of sex, fingers cupping, 


framing, an obvious erection 


His hands go to the sleeves of the shirts unbuttoning slowly, then up to his throat, reaching for another 
button. 


I've never thought that glimpses of forearms were sexy, but fuck, this guy is good. 


A slim, lightly corded neck is revealed as the buttons open, and dark lacquered fingernails trace the opering, 
flicking another button, until his chest is revealed. 


His face turns again, finding me effortlessly, holding my eyes, making sure I'm watching. Who the fuck is this? 
Another of those quicksilver moves, and he leans forward, crawling sensuously towards the edge of the stage 
where l'm sitting. When he's a bare foot from the edge, he stops, kneeling up again, hips moving, thrusting 


slowly to the beat. 


One finger slides up his body, in between full lips, sucking deliberately, moving his finger in and out, twisting it 


as he sucks. 


Finally, it slides from his mouth, trailing slowly down the opening of his shirt, then over his stomach, and then 
down over the zipper of those painted on leather pants. 


Fuck. If he keeps this up, I'm going to be leaving here with a wet spot. 


He tilts his head, teeth flashing with a wicked smile, and | nearly pass out. Oh, motherfuck. Motherfuck 
motherfuck! 


| just got a look behind that mask. | know those eyeliner rimmed eyes. | know them as well as | know my own 
The last button on the shirt falls open, revealing the proof. "Made in SF, Il-I8-62." 
Oh, motherfuck. 


Kirk smirks softly, coming back to his feet, letting the wisp of silk shirt fall to the floor. 


flat stomach, teasing over the edge of flames | can see peeking from the waistband of the pants. 
His hands slide to his pants, flicking open the button, sliding the zipper down. 


Goddamn. That is one hot motherfucking man. 


He's wearing a wisp of black silk that leaves absolutely nothing to the imagination, and | may just come in my 


pants. 
| never knew he could move like this. | only knew the prowl he does on stage, not this. Never this. 


| didn't know what | was missing, all the times | pulled back when we did our tentative mating dance over the 


years. Somehow, you just never expect to find that your bandmate is a sex god. 


He finishes the song and leaves, blowing me a kiss. A moment later, one of the club bouncers is at my side, 


murmuring low that my presence has been requested by Romeo. 

The private booth is just as lovely as the rest of the club--velvet upholstered benches with gilded trim, and a 
sliding door to give the illusion of privacy. Before he leaves, the bouncer make sure | know the rules. No 
touching, no jerking off, no food or drink. 


Okaaay. 


The door slides open, and Kirk steps inside, sans mask. He's put the shirt back on, letting it hang open. Wonder 
if he knows that it frames his cock perfectly? 


He smiles slightly, tilting his head. "Did you enjoy the show?" 

| nod mutely, and his grin widens. "Have | rendered the Mouth speechless? | like that?" 

| close my eyes for a moment, swallowing hard. "Kirk--why all this? It's not like we haven't-" 

"IFs not like we haven't danced around the subject," he cuts across my words. "It's not like we haven't backed 
off every single fucking time we had a chance. I'm tired of waiting. Tired of this unending dance. This is it, Lars. 
Last chance." 

"What do you mean?" 

"| mean that it's time to fish or fucking cut bait. If you want to do this, then we'll do it. If not, then the dance 
stops. Now. I'm too old to spend another twenty years with blue balls until you make up your fucking mind." His 
eyes meet mine, silently waiting. 

"You act like it was all my fucking idea to wait," | snap. "You danced around the subject, too." 

"For a while, yeah. But I've been ready, Lars. I've made it pretty fucking clear, and nothing's happened. So, just 
to be sure you understood." He makes a sweeping gesture with his hand that encompasses himself, the outfit, 


the club. "So. What's it going to be? Just friends, or friends with benefits?" 


| blink. Jesus. | forget sometimes that under the sweet, flaky exterior, Kirk has a spine of solid steel. Deep 


down, he's stronger than James and | put together. And he means this. If | don't do something now, I'll be left 
with this what-if for the rest of my life. 


| gently extend my hand to him. "Id like to try." 

He clasps my hand for a moment, then taps it with his fingertips. "No touching, remember?" 

| roll my eyes, giving an exasperated sigh. "Kirk, come on-" 

He just grins, reaching behind him to lock the sliding door. "Relax, Lars." He throws a glance over his shoulder, 
and | feel my cock tighten in anticipation. There's just something..dirty about it. "Hands at your sides," he 


orders, flipping on a small sound system. "You don't touch. | touch you." 


A loud, raucous noise comes from the speakers, and | wince. He simply smiles, letting his hands start to slide 


over his body again 
Jesus. Suddenly, I'm so hard that | think the zipper on my jeans is going to go. Fucking Hammett. 
"Kirk?" 


He starts to move again, shirt falling to the bench beside me, and | bite down on an involuntary moan, Jesus, 


he's hot. 


A finger slides under the strap that bisects his hipbone, and | suck a breath in Oh, god. He's not going to--oh. 
Naked. Kirk. Naked and hard. Jesus. 


His hand curls around his cock, stroking as he moves, and | do moan. "Can |-" 

"No. Hands at your sides," he orders, going gracefully to his knees, and slithering towards me. Fuck, fuck, fuck. 
His hands slide up the insides of my legs, moving out to glide across my thighs, and | suddenly realize that I'm 
not breathing. | suck in a breath as his fingers make short work of the button and zipper. Fucking guitarists 


and their clever fingers. 


He comes to his feet in one movement, straddling my lap with a dark smirk touching his lips, and | tilt my head 
back, looking up at him helplessly. "Kirk?" 


He just smiles, and | contemplate coming in my jeans. "Relax, Lars. Haven't you ever had a lap dance?" 


Oh shit. 


His smile widens, and | realize that was probably out loud. Then, he kneels on the seat, straddling my lap, and | 


forget to care. 


Jesus Christ! 

He's too fucking good at this--moving against me lightly, just enough friction to make me insane, but never 
enough to push me over the edge. Then, the song ends, and he slides off the bench. At least he's not breathing 
easy, either. 

"Slide forward a little. Slump in the seat,” he orders. 

"Huh?" 

He loops his arms around my legs, tugging me how he wants me, and--finally--his hands slide up, delving into 
my pants. A smile touches his lips as his fingers curl around me. "So hard," he murmurs, wrist moving to 
lightly jack me off. 

He could just do that, and I'd be happy, arching and mewling at him. 

But then, he reaches into the pocket of the discarded shirt, coming up with a small foil packet: 


"Kirk?" No, motherfucker, | did not just squeak Fuck you. 


He just grins, pulling out a little packet of lube, too. A litle of it squirts on my cock, and | shudder, arching as 


he smoothes it over the head. "Fuck," | groan "Please-" 


The condom slides on a moment later, followed by another application of lube, and before | can breathe, Kirk's 


straddling my lap again. 

He holds it for a moment, meeting my eyes, and | bite back a whimper. "Please," | repeat. 

There's a look in those eyes, something | hadn't noticed before. It's this dark, wicked heat that just makes me 
want to do terrible, debauched things. His eyes hold mine as his hips roll, slowly sinking down onto me with a 


low gasp. "Yeah," he hisses. "So fucking hard, so big, feels so good." 


Inch by inch, he slides down, and I'm left shuddering, feeling him tight and hot around me. | could almost come 
from this, watching the way his eyes flare as he moves, the slick glide of his body. Almost. 


Then, he starts to move, rising and falling in an easy motion, hips snapping in a hard rhythm. He bends forward 
until his lips are next to my ear, and he's whispering, practically growling all the filthy things he wants to do to 
me. 


I'd given him credit for being pretty fucking kinky, but apparently, | wasn't even close. 


| don't remember when | dug my hands in his hair, trying to pull him over for a kiss, but suddenly, he's got 


his fingers around my wrists, digging in, forcing them above my head, holding them there with one hand. 
Kirk's a lot stronger than | give him credit for, too. 

Then, his free hand is sliding down, unbuttoning my shirt, black painted nails scraping across my ripples, 
pinching and teasing as he rides me, harder than | would have dared to fuck him, seeming to enjoy slamming 


down onto me. 


His hand curls around his cock, jerking himself off as he fucks me, and | loose it, arching hard against him, 


possibly screaming, though I'll never admit it. 
It seems like barely a moment later, he stiffens, a low, harsh moan slipping from his mouth as his rhythm 
stutters. Wet heat lands on my chest, and he slumps, breathing hard. His hand unlocks from my wrists, tracing 


down my neck to my chest. 


After a long moment, he sighs, lifting himself off my softening cock. | feel like | should say something, but 
frankly, just breathing is taking a lot of effort. I'm not in as good a shape as I'd like to believe. 


He slips the condom off with a deft move, tying it and tossing it in the wastebasket before attending to a quick 
clean up of both of us. Then, he leans on the bench next to me, fingers curling around my neck, calluses 
scraping nicely. "Y'okay?" 

"Yeah. I'm good. That was--" My voice stutters off, trying to find the right words. "Fucking..yeah." 

He grins, leaning down and pressing a kiss to my lips. "So, you want to go get something to eat?" 


"Are you going like that?" 


He glances down at his lack of attire and chuckles. "Like anyone would notice? Just Hammett, being weird. 


Nothing new." 
| tilt my head, matching his smile. "How much shit do you get away with and call it eccentric?" 


Kirk's eyes darken as he leans forward, brushing his lips against my throat. "You have no fucking idea," he 


whispers throatily. "But you will." 
| stare as he opens the door with a flip of his hair. "Be back in a minute. Don't go anywhere." 


Yeah, like | would, even if | could. 


